
CHAPTER XXIII.
GARHISON   AMUSEMENTS.
THE second winter at Fort Lincoln was very much the same as the first. "We had rented a piano at St. Paul in the autumn. It hardly had a respite from morning until late at night. Every day and evening the sound of happy voices went through the house. Old war- songs, college choruses, and negro melodies, that every one knew, were sung, and on Sunday our                  |
only church-service most of the time was to meet to-gcther and sing hymns. In our little circle of forty, many denominations were represented, but all knew the old-time hymns. The Moody and Sankey book had soon                  |
found its way out there, and incited every one that could raise a note to make the attempt. We had forgotten to bring a tuner for the piano, but the black-smith made a very good one. One of the band, who                  &
had been in a piano-house before enlisting, kept the in-                  j|
stnnnent in order.    We had hard work to keep it in                   %§*
tune, for not only did the extreme cold affect the sound,                  *J|
but it had to endure the constant drumming of untaught                  ;|
lingers.    Even my husband, who was not nervous, used                  f
sometimes to beg Colonel Tom to stop " feeling about                  I
for that tune!"                                                                               |
The general loved music, and had so correct an ear                  I*
Icaped. He broke the chain attaching him to the Indian, who was left free to follow. We found afterwards that Rain-in-the-face did not dare to return to the reservation, but made his way to theasked permission throughred his wife's relatives on the altar of his country,                    1
